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Valentina Di Castri 
Awake at night 


At such times as this every man takes refuge in some firmly established habit, in his own particular 
passion. 


Each relieves his mind of the burden by recourse to his own stimulant and it is at such times as this that 
the real artist is capable of producing a masterpiece. * 





Called my mom at 7:38 pm 

Forgot about the time zone 

She texted me back, once then twice 

(record time) 

"Are you okay? I was about to fall asleep" 
Then: 

"Please answer me, I get worried! Is it urgent??" 


Sorry, sorry! I'm okay, 
Go back to sleep, 


I was just gonna ask... 


... 1s 1t a bad financial decision to buy a Nintendo Switch 
right now? 


... Lreally wanna play Animal Crossing 





But [, listless and helpless as I was, I, the decorator of pen-case covers, what could Ido? What means had 
I of creating a masterpiece when all that I could make were my lifeless, shiny little pictures, each of them 
identical with all the rest? * 





(The kind that is in office) 


I daydream of 

Hardwood floors 

Instead of the ugly carpet that covers half of my apartment 
Maybe then I’d do some yoga 

Without the fear of fleas jumping on me 

During Shavasana 


They took my home away from me 

Tried to kill my daughters 

Make me scratch my ankles until they bled 
Kept me awake at night 

Didn't pay my fucking rent 


I found one in my bedsheets 

And have been playing "the floor is lava" since 
I've never been closer to committing arson 
What kind of demonic creature 


Makes me want to burn my own home 





Something about isolation I haven't read anywhere yet. We're all thinking it because that's how humans 


are. Here I am, already rebelling against my circumstances. 


Things just started. School closed four days ago, so did work. New York is quarantining neighborhoods. 


He's brought up that they might separate San Francisco and Oakland, soon. 


"They wouldn't- they couldn't close the bridge" 
"They might shut down transportation. Bart and such" 
"My friend has a boat" 

He laughs then leaves. 


O Dolar ta cinco Reais. Flights are dirt cheap but too risky. I have small siblings and old grandparents. 


And I'm waiting for work authorization. 


Nowhere to go but inwards. 


Through the valves. 


It's been a while... 





And yet in my whole being I felt an overflowing enthusiasm, an indescribable warmth of inspiration. * 





But if 100% of the outcomes happen 100% of the time then 
That explains my anxiety. 
There's a version of me, out there, doing exactly what I 


Couldn't, and me, split into infinite, unknowingly or 
Perhaps knowingly - feel it. 


Deep. like, instinct. Like, ancestry. 


It's all of me. Or, it used to be. But time is fabric and fabricated of course it's happening 
inside your head 
100% of the outcomes happen 100% of the time. 
"What would you like?" 


I already have it. 


It's already mine. 


' Sadegh Hedayat's The Blind Owl 


